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Pretty Poems ror Young PEopLe. 


— 
THE TWINS. 


Down on the grass, where tall meadow-sweet grows, 
Waved by the wind of the West, 

Brave little Robin, and dear little Rose, 
Happy as birds in a nest, 


Gather bright blossoms, and prattle away 
Merrily one to the other ; 

No pair of linnets chirp sweeter than they 
Loving twin sister and brother ! 


Rosie’s straw hat is all garlanded round 
With a delicious festoon; 

Chainwork of daisy-blooms, fresh from the ground ; 
Ox-eyes as fair as the moon. 








Wind-music seems to be floating along 
Over twin-sister and brother, 

Like this refrain of a beautiful song— 
“ Little ones, love one another!” 


Jane Dixon, 


“HAPPY AS BIRDS IN A Nest,” 
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l= OUR DARLING. 
| Bounvinc like a football, 
Kicking at the door ; 
Falling from the table-top, 
Sprawling on the floor ; 
Smashing cups and saucers, 
Splitting dolly’s head ; 
Putting little pussy éat 
Into baby’s bed. 


Building shops and houses, 
Spoiling father’s hat, 

Hiding mother’s precious keys 
Underneath the mat ; 

Jumping on the fender, 
Poking at the fire, 

Dancing on his little legs— 
Legs that never tire, 


Making mother’s heart leap 
Fifty times a day ; 

Aping everything we do, 
Every word we say. 

Shouting, Jaughing, tumbling, 
Roaring with a will, 

Anywhere and everywhere, 
Never, never still. 


Present—bringing sunshine ; 
Absent—leaying night ; 
That’s our precious darling, 

‘That’s our heart's delight. 


Marruias Bark. 
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THE STEP-LADDER. 


Upon a bough a sparrow caught 

A fly so fat and fine, 

And prayers and cries availed her nought; 
“On thee I mean to dine, 

For thou art weak and I am strong, 

Thy time on earth will not be long.” 


A hawk came passing by that way, 
As sparrow feasted on his prey ; 
Said he, “I'll eat thee in thy turn, 
As thou hast eaten many a worm ; 
For thou art weak and I am strong, 
Thy time on earth will not be long.” 


An eagle from his distant height, 
Cast upon earth his glance so bright, 
Down on the hawk he swiftly flew, 
And tore the murderer right in two ; 
“For thou art weak and I am strong, 
Thy time on earth will not be long.” 


Just at that moment flew a dart, 

And pierced the eagle to the heart ; 
“Tyrant,” he to the huntsman cried, 
“Why murder me?” and then he died 
“ Ah,” said the hunter, “mine art thou, 
Thou kill’dst the hawk, 1 have thee now, 


BJ. 


Boro Basy Benny. 


BOLD BABY BENNY, 
Our Benny in the farmyard the cocks and hens would chase, 


' And being very fleet of foot, he oft would win the race ; 


He used to throw stones at the ducks, and beat them with a stick, 
When nobody was near enough to see the cruel trick. 








But once King Dailey 0 strutted there, and fiercely turned to fight, 
So, cowardly as cruel, Benny ran away in fright ; 

But faster ran ghat bird than he; his pretty clothes it tore ; 

So Benny in the farmyard threw sticks in fun no more. 
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He does not like to hear the tale, and shakes his curly head, 
And vows if we tell little folks, he will not go to bed. 

But ’tis too late—the postman’s gone ; so Benny you must frown, 
For now your foolish doings are all known about the town. 


—+ooe— 


AN EVENING SONG; 


A POEM FOR A CHILD. 


Tue day is done, 
Good-bye, bright sun ; 
God takes the light, 
And brings the night. 


Why should I fear? 
God still is near ; 
Though dark it be 
Safe He'll keep me. 


He hears my prayers, 
He for me cares ; 
And while I sleep 


Kind watch He’ll keep. 


Child though I be, 
He loveth me; 

So for dark night 
I feel no fright. 





Pretty stars 
Overhead, 
Looking down 
On my bed, 
Can you be 
God’s kind eyes 
Watching me 
From the skies ? 


Pretty stars 
Kind watch keep 
Over ine 
While I sleep. 
Watch me well, 
Stars, I pray, 
Till I wake 
In bright day, 
W. C. Bennert. 


THE MINSTREL BOY. 


Tue minstrel boy to the war is gone, 

In the ranks of death you'll find him; 
His father’s sword he has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him. 
“Land of song!” said the warrior-bard, 

“ Though all the world betray thee, 
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 


One faithful harp shall praise thee.” 


‘The minstrel fell! but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring his proud soul under; 
The harp he loved ne’er spoke again, 
For he tore its cords asunder ; 
And said, “ No chain shall sully thee, 
Thou soul of love and bravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the brave and free, 
They shall néver sound in slavery.” 


THE WAR. 
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THANKFULNESS. 








THANKFULNESS, 


Wuene’er I take my walks abroad 
How many poor I see: 

What shall I render to my God 
For all His gifts to me? 


No more than others I deserve, 
Yet God has given me more ; 
For I have food while others starve, 
Or beg from door to door, 


How many children in the street 
Half-naked I behold ; 

While I am clothed from head to foot, 
And covered from the cold, 


While some poor wretches scarce can tell 
Where they may !ay their head, 

T have a home wherein to dwell, 
And rest upon my bed. 


While others early learn to swear, 

» And curse, and lie, and steal, 

Lord! I am taught Thy Name to fear, 
And do Thy holy will. 





“ How many children in the street 
Halfaaked 1 behold. 


Are these Thy favours day by day, 
To me above the rest? 

Then let me love Thee more than they, 
And strive to serve Thee best. 
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CHRISTMAS MORN: 
A POEM FOR A CHILD, 


On this dear morn 
Our Lord was born, 
Tn a land, Etty, far away 5 
Long years ago 
Was born, and so 
For ever blest is Christmas-day. 
Bless God above 
For His great love ! 
That babe who in that stable lay, 
That manger bare 
Made holy there, 
Blessed for us is Christmas-day. 
No lips can raise 
Fit voice of praise 
For all our thankful hearts would say, 
To tell what earth 
Won by that birth, 
‘That holiest makes our Christmas-day. 
All price above, 
His living love 
Is in all good we do and say ; 
Some breath of heayen 
To earth was given 
When Christ made holy Christmas-day. 


THE LITTLE DOG, 
Vx never hurt my little dog, 
But stroke and pat its head ; 
1 like to sce it wag its tail, 
1 like to see it fed. 
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THE WONDERFUL HORSE, 


I’ve a tale to relate, such a wonderful tale, 

‘That really I fear my description must fail ; 

"Tis about a fine horse who had powers so amazing, 
He lived without eating, or drinking, or grazing ; 
In fact this fine horse was so “awfully ” clever, 
That left to himself he ’d have lived on for ever, 


He stood in a room, with his nose in the air, 

And his wide staring eyes looking no one knows where, 
His tail undisturbed by the sting of a fly, 

One foot slightly raised as if Aicking he’d try, 

This wonderful horse never slept or yet dozed, 

At least if he did so, his eyes never closed, 


Alll saddled and bridled by night and by day, 
He was ready to bear his young master away. 

“Now, Dobbin, my wonderfal steed,” said young Harry, 
# T've a mind to see life, and intend you to carry 

Me safe on your back far away from this room, 

And land me all right with the Man in the Moon. 


“Come, gee up, old Dobbin, look sharp, don’t you see 

I want to be there and get back before tea?” 

But this obstinate horse never offered to prance, 

Or made an attempt at the slightest advance ;. 

Harry slashed him so hard, that he slashed off one ear, 
Then his mane tumbled off, and poor Dobbin looked queer. 


With spur, and with whip, and with terrible blows, 
He soon was deprived of one eye, and his nose, 

While the slightly-raised foot found a place on the floor, 
The tail once so handsome was handsome no more, 
And Harry, the tears raining down as he stood, 

Cried, “ Bother the horse, it is nothing but wood!” 


“COME, GEE UP, OLD DOBBIN! 
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GRANDFATHER'S CHAIR, 


I Love, when the evenings are balmy and still, 
And summer is smiling on valley and hill, 

To see in the garden the little ones there, 

All happy and smiling round grandfather's chair, 


‘Such stories he tells them—such tales of delight— 
Such wonders to dream of by day and by night ; 
It’s little they’re thinking of sorrow or care, 

‘Their bright faces beaming round grandfather's chair, 


And words, too, of wisdom fall oft from his tongue, 
Dear lessons to cherish and treasure while young ; 

Bright things to remember when white is their hair, 
And some of them sit in a grandfather's chair, 


Ah, little ones, love him, be kind while you may, 
For swiftly the moments are speeding away; 

Not long the kind looks and the love you may share, 
That beam on you now from a grandfather's chair. 


eve 


WICKED WILLIE, 


Wire was a wicked boy, 
Snubbed his poor old mother ; 
Willie was a dreadful boy, 
Quarrelled with his brother ; 
Willie was a spiteful boy, 
Often pinched his sister ; 
Once he gave her such a blow, 
Raised a great big blister ! 


Willie was a sulky boy, 
Sadly plagued his cousins ; 
Often broke folks’ window panes, 
‘Throwing stones by dozens ; 
Otten worried little girls, 
Bullied smaller boys ; 








“SUCH TALES OF DELIGHT.” 





Peerry Poems rox Youne Psorze. (i il 
- | | i 
I 


Often broke their biggest dolls, i i 
Jumped upon their toys. 


If he smelt a smoking ta 
Willie longed to ste: 
If he saw a pulpy peach, 
Willie tried to peel it ; 
Could he reach a new plum-cake, 
Greedy Willie picked it ; 
It he spied a pot of jam, 
Dirty Willie licked it 


If he saw a poor old dog, 
Wicked Willie whacked it ; 

If it had a spot ot white, 
Silly Willie blacked it ; 

If he saw a sleeping cat, 
Horrid Willie kicked it ; 

If he caught a-pretty moth, 
Cruel Willie pricked it. 


If his‘pony would not trot, 
Angry Willie thrashed it ; 

If he saw a clinging st 
Thoughtless Willie sm: 

If he found a sparrow 
Unkind Willie hid it, 

All the mischief ever done, 
Folks knew Willie did it. 


No one liked that horrid boy, 
Can you wonder at it? 

None who saw his ugly head 
Ever tried to pat it, 

No one took him for a ride 
Folks too gladly skipped him ; 

No one gave him bats or balls, 
No one ever “ tipped” him. 


HE WAS SO LONELY,” 
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No one taught him how to skate, 
Or to play at cricket ; 

No one helped him if he stuck 
In a prickly thicket. 

Oh no! for the boys all said 
Willie loved to tease them, 

And that if he had the chance, 
Willie would not please them, 


And they shunned him every one, 
And they would not know him ; 
And their games and picture-books 
They would never show him ; 
And their tops they would not spin, 
If they saw him near them ; 
And they treated him with scorn, 

‘Till he learnt to fear them, 


They all left him to himself, 
And he was so lonely ; 
But of course it was his fault, 
Willic’s own fault only. 
If a boy’s a wicked boy, 
Shy-of him folks fight then ; 
If it makes him dull and sad, 
Why, it serves him right then 
Rea 


MY CARROTY CAT, 





Carroty kittens are quite a mistake ! 
Might I not dye it for charity's sake ? 
‘Tabby and tortoiseshell, ebon and white, 
Al are so pretty, while this is a fright ! 


“My CARROTY CAT.” 





How shall I play with it, praise it or pat ? 
What can 1 do with a carroty cat? 


Golden and auburn, and chestnut and fair, 

Brown, black, and white, are the colours for hair ; 
All have admirers, but nothing is said, 

Since hair was hair, for a carroty head ! 

Kittens are judged by the same rule as that— 

Y'd be ashamed of a carroty cat ! 


Why, it’s chasing its tail, I declare! 
Leaping with delicate joy in the air! 
Purring and frisking with light-hearted mew 
Just like a cat of respectable hue ! 

Making a bright little heap on the mat— 
Must it grow into a carroty cat? 


If it is innocent, happy, and kind, 
Ought we its carroty colour to mind? 
should be quite in a mess, I suppose, 
If people sneered at a freckly nose ! 
Let me remember the rule, tit for tat, 
Ere I condemn a poor carroty cat! 


Look at its snug little kitteny face! 
Every movement a movement of grace; 
See it embracing my hands and my feet, 
Playfully tender, engagingly sweet 
Round little feather-ball, fluffy and fat 
Am \ admiring a carroty cat? 


Yes, let me honestly own how it is— 
Never a kitten was nicer than this ! 

Safe from the least interference from me, 
True to its colours the darling shall be— 
White as a snowdrift or biack as a hat, 
None can compare with my carroty cat ! 


“ FULL OF PEACE AND Joy.” 
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NOW AND THEN, 


PLAyING by the stream, | Standing by the stream, 
Full of peace and joy— | With a care-wrapt brow ; 

Life a pleasant dream, Life no more a dream, 
Happy little boy! | But a waking now. 


‘Tiny hopes afloat, Hopes, far out of sight, 


In a fairy boat— | Borne with tempest might 
Boat that needs no oar. O’er the misty main 
Ah! so near the shore, (| Neer to come again. 


Marraias Barr, 


THE EVENING CLOUD. 


A croup lay cradled near the setting sun, 

A gleam of crimson tinged its braided snow ; 
Long had I watched the glory moving on 

O’er the still radiance of the lake below, 
‘Tranquil its spirit seemed, and floated slow. 
Even in its very motion there was r 

While every breath of eve that chanced to blow 
Wafted the traveller to the beauteous West, 
Emblem, methought, of the departed souls, 

To whose white robe the gleam of bliss is given ; 
And by the breath of mercy made to roll 

Right onwards to the golden gates of heaven, 
Where to the eye of faith it peaceful lies, 

And tells to man his glorious destinies, 


CuxistopHER Norti. 
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MOTHER'S GARDEN. 
BY THE REV. M. G. WATKINS, M.A. 


Dear children, do ye seek to know 
Where mother hopes for better flow'rs— 

Unfading ones—than' earth can show ? 
Blooms suited for the heavenly bow'rs ? 


Though starlings dot the great south lawn, 
And lengthening tracks of sunshine lie 
Between its mazy patterns, drawn 
In flow'rs of gold and crimson dye. 


Though midst the wood-walk’s dripping wreaths 
Of snow, warm blustering zephyrs bare 

‘The primrose from a myriad sheaths, 
Still mother’s garden is not there ! 


Nor is it hid in lofty walls, 
Where wasps fret Autumn's purple plum, 
And blackbird to its fellow calls— 
To see its brightness, this way come! 


The gate beside that close-clipped bush 
Leads onward to the church's bound 

Beneath the drooping beeches. Hush! 
For where we tread is holy ground ! 


Pass by the orange-lichened stones, 
Which mark where wearied youth and age 

Laid down through distant years their bones, 
And ceased the Master's strife to wage. 


But halt by these small grassy mounds, 
Sun-kissed, bedropped with mighty dew ; 
Above the thrush’s song resounds, 
Around are blooms of every hue, 


“HOLY GROUND,” 
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Here mother’s garden meets your eyes, 
But not this turf, each smiling flow’r, 
Beneath these mounds her treasure lies, 


And patiently waits ‘Time’s last hour. 
Waits patiently, good seeds here sown 
In faith until God’s trumpet sound, 


To bid them blossom by His throne, 
And round the Lamb be found. 


A CHILD OF THE POOR. 


Tue sunbeams are playing with Bessie’s brown hair, 


But Bessie has no playful minutes to spare ; 
Gay butterflies cannot entice her to stay, 
She trips along fast, though she prattles to Tray. 


Her father is mowing the five-acre lot, 

He is hungry and thirsty, and weary, and hot; 

And Bessie is proud daddy’s dinner to take, 

In her trim covered basket, by brookside and brake. 


But Bessie has trouble to bear in her turn ; 

Money often is scarce for all daddy can earn ; 

There are young ones at home, and poor mother is weak, 
And roses are fading away from her cheek. 


She loves the glad ring of the church-going bell ; 
And listens to all the good vicar can tell ; 

She never despairs of the basket and store,— 
Brave Bessy, our God-fearing child of the poor. 


“DADDY'S DINNER.” 
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SEVERED FRIENDSHIP. 


Atas! they had been friends in youth; 
But whispering tongues can poison truth ; 
And constancy lives in realms above ; 
And life is thorny, and youth is vain, 
And to be wroth with one we love 
Doth work like madness in the brain. 
And thus it chanced, as I divine, 

With Roland and Sir Leoline. 

Each spake words of high disdain 

And insult to his heart’s best'brother; 
‘They parted, ne’er to meet again ! 

But never either found another 

To free the hollow heart from paining, 
They stood aloof, the scars remaining, 
Like cliffs which had been rent asunder, 
A dreary sea now flows between, 

But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder, 
Shall wholly do away, I ween, 

The marks of that which once hath been. 


ee ee eS 


Cor 
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‘CPRIENDS IN yourH.” 
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AN OLD MAN’S SONG TO HIS WIFE, 


‘Txovex summer flowers are faded, 
And trees are black and bare, 
And autumn lea 
On earth that w: 


It matters not while life and love 
Suil in our old hearts stay; 

‘Though summer days are sweetest days, 
Yet sweet is every day. 


Though many a hope has vanished, 
And left us sorrowing, 

Ong tears by time are banished, 
And once again we sing, 


It matters not while life and love 
Still in our old hearts stay ; 

Though days of hope are sweetest days, 
Yet sweet is every day. 


Though youth has long been buried, 
‘And age creeps on apace, 

And lines both deep and serried 
Are found on either face, 


It matters not while life and love 
‘Still in our old hearts stay ; 

‘Though days of youth are sweetest days, 
Yet sweet is every day, 


“ SWERT IS EVERY DAY." 
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PRAYER. 


Go when the morning shineth, 
Go when the sun is bright, 

Go when the day declineth, 
Go in the hush of night ; 

Go with pure mind and feeling, 
Fling earthly thoughts away, 

And in thy chamber kneeling 
Do thon in secret pray. 


Remember all who love thee, 
All who are loved by thee} 
Pray, too, for those who hate thee, 
If any such there be. 
‘Then for thyself in meekness, 
A blessing humbly claim, 
And link with each petition 
Thy great Redeemer’s name. 


Or if ’tis e’er denied thee 
In solitude to pray, 
Should holy thoughts come o'er thee, 
When friends are round thy way 
Even then the silent breathing 
Of thy spirit raised above. 
Will reach His throne of glory, 
Who is mercy, truth, and love! 


Oh, not a joy or blessing 
With ¢his can we compare, 
The power that He hath given us 
‘To pour our souls in prayer ! 
Whene’er thou pinest in sadness, 
Before His footstool fall, 
And remember in thy gladness, 
His grace who gives thee all. 


“we 


(ll IMR 


MORNING SHINETH,” 
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CHILDREN. 


Cuicpxen, lift your voices, 
For ever round me sing ; 

My grey-grown heart rejoices, 
Blooms out like meads of spring 

When you, singing, flit around me, 
Like linnets on the wing. 


You are sweet-voiced teachers, 
Unknowing bit of art ; 

Heaven-inspirtd preachers 
Whose pulpit is the heart ; 

Oh, nought of good were left on earth, 
Should you from it depart. 


Would that sorrow never 

Should dim your laughing eyes ! 
Pity that time ever 

Should make you worldly wise, 
Bow and bind to earth pure souls, 

Whose home is in the skies, 


When wee white feet chase me 
Round my old arm-chair ; 

When white arms embrace me, 
And white hands smooth my hair, 

I think I hear the angels’ wings 
A-rustling in the air, 


Sing, dear children, ever, 
Around my weary feet, 
To strengthen my endeavour 
To reach Christ's sweet retreat— 
The happy Land of Promise, 
Where all of us shall meet. 
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THE SQUIRREL, 


SQurRREL, squirrel, hop and hop, 

Up and up, to the green tree top ; 

Ah, I can see you up there on that bough, 
Sitting right over my head you are now, 

What have you there in your little red paws? 
Is it a beech-nut, or acorn, or what? 

Is it a tempting brown filbert you've got? 
Sharp eyes, you bushy tail, chattering up there, 
You and your wife live well, up in the air; 
‘That you know better than I, I suppose; 

Ah, I don’t want the shells down on my nose! 
Oh, what a jump! don’t you fear that you'll fall? 
Well done, that’s better, and that best of ail! 
Where do you live? merry squirrel, tel! me, 

In some great hollow in this great tree ? 

In it, pa says, a nice warm bed you form ; 
With moss you stuff it so cosy and warm ; 

And that you've stores of nice nuts in holes near, 
For breakfasts and dinners when winter is here. 
And while I’m talking your bright eyes I see ; 
What are you thinking now, squirrel of me ? 


W. C. Benner 


on 


THE GREEN 


TREE 


vor 
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THE LITTLE MARCH LAMB, 


Brow, blow, March winds, blow; 
Sing a song to my darling ; 
Drive a care, 
Blow, bree fair, 
To bring good gifts to my darling. 


Shine, shine, March sun, shine ; 
Open the flowers for my darling— 
Hyacinths bright, 
Narcissus white, 
To make a crown for my darling. 


Play, play, lambkins, play ; 
Whistle, March birds, for my darling ; 
Let the bees hum, 

And buttercups come, 
To brighten the meads for my darling. 
Gay, gay, be as you may, 
Ye will not compare to my darling— 
My baby fair, 
With golden hair, 
My little March lamb, my darling. 


A PLEA FOR THE RAGGED SCHOOLS. 


Onty a “ beggar child,” fair dames! 
Too squalid by far to touch, 

Pass on, with your dainty garments held 
From the soil of her loathsome clutch! 


Only a “ gutter child,” no more ! 
Corrupted by want and sin. 

Her home—damp cellar, or railway arch 
Will you pause and just look within ? 


“SING A SONG ‘TO MY DARL 
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She lives as she can, in the streets, 
But one of a countless throng 

Who ne'er have heard of the great God's love, 
Or that theft and a lie are wrong ! 


A“ girl of the times,” you'll say. 
Poor soul, she has never known 

The mirthful play and the joyous laugh 
Of the darlings you call your own! 


She is starving—perhaps ’tis well ; 
‘There are plenty more of her kind. 

But why has God sent her here, good folks? 
‘There ’s an answer we ought to find ! 


Only an outcast untaught child 
Great God, that such things should be 
In this Christian land we laud so much 
As the home of the brave and free ! 


Oh, ye maidens of fair renown! 
Oh, matrons whose hearts are warm 

With the mother-love that God bestows, 
Can you turn from that shrinking form ? 


Can you pass on your way in peace, 
Secure in your selfish pride, 

Nor lend some help to these helpless ones, 
When for them the good Lord hath died ? 


When for them the Christ-Child was born, 
And lived as a Child on earth, 

Bidding us learn from His little ones 
The things that in heaven haye worth? 


Thank God there are many whose hearts 
Are yearning to seek and win 


“TOO SQUALID BY FAR TO TOUCH.” 
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‘The outcast lambs to the one true fold, 
From the anguish of want and sin. 


Let us strengthen their hands with prayer, 
‘And give of our hoarded pelf, 

Striving to see in each “ beggar child” 
But a type of the Lord Himself | 


—eotpoe 


MISSIONARY HYMN. 


From Greenland’s icy mountains, 
From India’s coral strand, 
Where Afric’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand; 
From many an ancient river, 
From many 2 palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 
Their Jand from error’s chain, 


What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o'er Ceylon’s isle, 
‘Though every prospect pleases, 
And only man is vile 5 
In vain with lavish kindness 
The gifts of God are strewn ; 
‘The heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone I 


Shall we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high, 

Shall we, to men benighted, 
‘The lamp of life deny ? 





“iI JOYFUL SOUND PROCLAIM.” 
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Salvation ! oh, salvation ! 
The joyful sound proclaim, 

Till each remotest nation 
Has learnt Messiah’s name. 


Wait, waft, ye winds, His story, 
And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory, 
It spreads from pole to pole ; 
Till o’er our ransomed nature, 
‘The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 
In bliss returns to reign ! 


HEBER. 


NOW THE SUN IS SINKING, 


Now the sun is sinking 
In the golden West, 
Birds, and bees, and children 
All have gone to rest; 
And the merry streamlet, 
As it runs along, 
With a voice of sweetness 
Sings its evening song. 


Cowslip, daisy, violet, 
In their little beds 
All among the grasses 
Hide their heavy heads; 
‘There they ’ll all, sweet darlings, 
Lie in happy dreams, 
Till the rosy morning 
Wakes them with its beams. 


1S \SHINING,” 
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TO MY SICK BOY. 


Arr thou weary, my boy, my darling, 
Come, rest thee upon my knee ; 

Lay thine aching head on my shoulder, 
And join in this prayer with me— 


“ Lord, send me back the roses, 

The health and the strength of youth, 
For thine alone is the power, 

The glory, the might, and truth.” 


Dost remember, child, the story— 
In the Book of God ’tis told— 

Of a kindly deed and gracioys, 
Wrought in the days of old, 


When the Saviour, our Lord beloved, 
To a father his lost son gave, 

To teach that for ever and ever 
He is mighty and true to save? 


None are too poor or too humble, 
He hears the cry of us all, 

And He marks the lordly lions, 
Or the tiniest sparrow’s fall. 


Clasp thy weak hands, my darling, 
As thou restest on my knee ; 

Remember the friend of the children, 
So He shall remember thee, 











Prerry Porms ror Younc Prorre. 


THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 


Ske the good Shepherd Jesus stands, 
And calls His sheep by name ; 

Gathers the feeble in His arms, 
And feeds each tender lamb. 


He leads them to the gentle stream 
Where living water flows ; 

And guides them to the verdant fields 
Where sweetest herbage grows. 


When wandering from the peaceful fold, 
We leave the narrow way, 

Our faithful Shepherd still is near, 
'To seek us when astray. 


‘The weakest lambs amidst the flock, 
His tender mercies share, 

And folded in the Saviour’s arms 
Are free from every snare, 


‘Thus may we safely onward go, 
Beneath our Shepherd's care, 

And keep the gate of heaven in view 
‘Till we shall enter there, 


* Gathers the feeble in Hl 
And feeds each tender lam! 
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ONE DAY OUT; 
A PLEA FOR THE POOR TOWN CHILDREN, 


“ Livre town children, where are you going, 
‘The rain butries down, and a cold wind is blowing?” 
“To school we are going, through lane, through street, 
Through the rain pattering fast, soaking dresses and feet.” 


“Little town children, your faces are thin, 
Your footsteps are heavy, your blue 

“ Our small homes are crowded, our parents oft sad, 
There is nothing to make us poor young ones feel glad.” 


“ Little town children what are your pleasures? 
Tell, what do you do in your holiday leisures?” 

“We watch at the window, or play on the staii 
‘The back-yard is useful, we cannot play there. 


Little town children, and have you not heard, 

In this bright summer weather the song of a bird?” 
“Oh yes, sir! the linnet that frets in its cage, 

Or the brown London sparrow, so dingy and sage.” 


* Little town children, have soft April showers, 

Not nursed for your playthings the sweet summer flowers ?” 
“Oh yes, sir! for sometimes we linger to greet 

‘The boy who sells wallflowers out in the street.” 


“Little town children, are God's skies so blue, 

His works and His wonders, all hidden from you?” 
“Oh no, sir! for sure, in the year a whole day, 

We school-children spend in the country at play! 


“ Little town children no longer we seem, 
As we frolic about in the meadows so green ; 
And gather pink daisies and buttercups sweet, 
‘Then with loud heartfelt hymns close the joys of our treat. 
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Little town children, our voices we raise, 
For this one day of pleasure our Father we praise ; 
The lark springs to heaven, its song like a prayer, 
We hope he is taking our thanks with him there !” 


Little town children like these can be found 

In each court and alley of London’s wide bound ; 
They wither and pine in the shadow and gloom 
Of a close narrow lane, of a crowded back room. 
Oh, you who can help them to sunshine and air, 
Can give them one peep at earth’s treasures so fair, 
Remember who said, “ Bring the children to me, 
And holy and blessed your efforts shall be! 


A RIGMAROLE ABOUT A TEA PARTY, 





Mrs. Dyer 
Stirred the fire, 
Agnes Stout 
Poked it out, 
Tommy Voles 
Fetched the coa's, 
Alice Good 

Laid the wood, 
Bertie Patch 
Struck the match, 
Charlotte Hays 
Made it blaze, 
Mrs. Groom 
Kept the broom, 
Katy Moore 
Swept the floor, 
Fanny Froth 
Laid the cloth, 
Arthur Grey 
Brought the tray, 
Betty Bates 


Washed the plates, 
Nanny Galt 
Smoothed the salt, 
Dicky Street 
Fetched the meat, 
Sally Strife 
Rubbed the knife, 
Minnie York 
Found the fork, 
Sophie Silk 
Brought the milk, 
Mrs, Bream 
Sent some cream, 
Susan Head 
Cut the bread, 
Harry Host 
Made the toast, 
Mrs. Dee 
Poured out tea, 
And they all were as happy 
as happy could be. 
E. F 


SG. “WE FROLIC 


AROUT IN THE MEADOWS SO GREEN,” 
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THE GOOD SHIP “NEVER-FAIL.” 


“Wnury don’t you launch your boat, my boy?” 
I asked the other day, 

As strolling idly on the beach 
I saw my lads at play ; 

One blue-eyed rogue shook back his curls, 
And held his ship to me, 

“T’'m giving her a name,” he cried, 
“ Before she goes to sea; 

We rigged her out so smart and taut, 
With flag and snow-white sail, 

And now I'll trust her to the waves, 
And call her ‘ Never-fail.’” 


The little ship sailed proudly out, 
Through mimic rock and shoal, 

The child stood watching on the beach, 
His vessel reached its goal ; 

The wind had risen soft at first, 
But wilder soon it blew, 

It strained and bent the slender mast, 
That still rose straight and true: 

“ Yet,” cried the boy, “my ship is safe, 
In spite of wind and gale, 

Her sails are strong, her sides are firm, 
Her name is ‘ Never-fail.'” 


And presently the wind was lulled, 
‘The little bark came home, 

No wreck, although her sails wet, 
Her deck all washed with foam ; 
And loudly laughed my true boy then, 

As at his feet she lay, 
And wisely spoke my true boy then, 
Although "twas said in play— 


“wy 


pon’r 


YOU LAUNCH YOUR BOAT, My Boy?” 
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“Papa, I thought if mast and sail 
And tackle all were true, 

With such a name as ‘ Never-fai)’ 
She'd sail the wide sea through.” 


A MORNING HYMN, 


Kap God, who watch has kept 
Above me while I slept, 

Who heard my evening prayer, 
And took me to Thy care, 

Shall my small lips be dumb 
Now a new day has come? 


Waking, to Thee I pray, 

Guard me through this new day, 
That all I do may be 

Such as Thou, God, wouldst see ; 
Oh, hear my childish prayer ! 
Have me in Thy dear care ! 


Let me by Thee be taught 

Kind act, and word, and thought! 
Make me obedient, mild, 

A loving, gentle child, 

One in whom all may se 

A heart made good by Thee. 


“Ov, KAR MY CHILDISH PRAYER!” 
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NINE TREASURES, 


Yes, neighbour, yes, they all are mine, 
These boys and gitls at play; 
There's Jack, and Tom, and Caroline— 
At any rate they reckon nine— 
All joyous as the day. 


No, neighbour, no, we are not sad, 
So many mouths to fill ; 

Each boy is such a noble lad, 

Each girl her parents' heart makes glad, 
And nought we know of ill. 


Yes, neighbour, yes, you well may read 
Health glowing in their face ; 
And having health, no more they need, 


They're pure in heart, they’re pure in deed, 
By gift of God’s good grace. 


No, neighbour, no, we do not fear, 
No thorny path we dread, 

Day after day, year after year, 

There ’s One above who’s always near, 
And He will give us bread, 


Yes, neighbour, yes, He sent these flowers 
To light life’s weary way, 
No gloomy cloud e’er o'er them lowers, 
Because they all are His and ours, 
And He will be their stay. 


No, neighbour, no, we could not part 
With either girl or boy ; 

They're dearer far unto our heart 

‘Than all the gold in every.mart, 
‘These sweets that never cloy. 
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Yes, neighbour, yes, as in the past, 
So in the future time, 

Love is our ink while life shall last, 

No blighting breath that Jove shall blast, 
Till safe in heaven—love’s clime. 


No, neighbour, no, we'll not repine ; 
At best life’s but a day, 
‘The children are its bright sunshine 
Earth's joys and heaven's in them combine, 
And each a God-sent ray, 


Yes, neighbour, yes, they all are mine, 
‘These boys and girls at play, 
There’s Jack, and Tom, and Caroline— 
At any rate they reckon nine— 
All joyous as the day, 


FEEDING THE BIRDS, 


Come, little birdies, 
Come and be fed, 

I've brought you a lapful 
Of nice crumbled bread, 


‘Then fly away, birdie, 
And perch on the tree, 
While you sing a sweet song 
For dear Alice and me. ~ 


“COME AND BE FED.” 
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So in the future time, 
Love is our link while life shall last, 
No blighting breath that love shall blast, 


Yes, neighbour, yes, as in the past, 
m 
. Till safe in heaven—love’s clime. 





No, neighbour, no, we'll not repine ; 
At best life’s but a day, 
‘The children are its bright sunshine? 
Earth’s joys and heaven's in them combine, 
And each a Gotl-sent ray. 


Yes, neighbour, yes, they all are mine, 
‘These boys and girls at play, 

There’s Jack, and Tom, and Caroline— 

At any rate they reckon nine— 

All joyous as the day. 







FEEDING 





THE BIRDS, 


Come, little birdies, 
Come and be fed, 

I've brought you a lapful 

OF nice crumbled bread. 











Then fly away, birdie, 
And perch on the tree, 
While you sing a sweet song 

For dear Alice and me. 









“COME AND BE FED.” 
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A SUNDAY-SCHOOL LESSON, 


A GRAIN of corn an infant's hand 

May sow upon an inch of land, 

Whence twenty stalks may rise and yield 
Enough to crop a little field, 


The harvest of that field may then 

Be multiplied By"ten times ten, 

Which, sown thrice more, would furnish bread 
Wherewith an army might be fed. 


A penny is a little thing, 

Which e’en a poor man’s child may fling 
Tnto the treasury of heaven, 

And make it worth as much as seven. 


As seven! nay, worth its weight in gold, 
And that increased a millionfold’s 

For, mark—a penny tract, if well 
Applied, may save a soul from hell, 


That bliss could scarce be saved alone ; 
Its bliss, I trust, it would make known ; 
“ Come,” it would say, “and you shall see 
What great things God has done for me.” 


Hundreds the joyful sound might hear— 
Hear with the heart as well as ear; 

And these to hundreds more proclaim 
Salvation through the only Name, 


That only Name, above, below, 

Let Jews, and Turks, and Pagans know, 
‘That every tongue and tribe may call 
Jesus Christ as Lord of all, 


MonTGomERY, 





‘A grain of corm an infant’s hand 
‘May sow upon an inch of land.”* 
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THE ELEPHANT AND THE DOCTOR. 


Now, little folks all, 
Pray come at my call, 
And listen to what I am going to tell ; 
It is all very true, 
An example for you, 
And J think you will say that it Pleasesyyou well, 


On India’s hot shores, 
Where the wild tiger roars, 
Was an elephant very much petted and tame; 
‘To his master would run, 
With the children have fur 
And even would come when they called him by 


The poor beast got blind ; 
And nought could they find 
To ease him, though long they most anxiously sought, 
Till a visitor came 
Who was called Dr, Tame 
And who said he could cure him entirely, he thought 


He was laid on the ground, 
With ropes firmly bound ; 
For an animal cannot so well understand 
‘That there ’s pain e’en to heal 
Which a brute too must feel, 
Though the cure may be wrought with a true skilful hand. 


Were touched with the liquid that sight was to bring ; 
And had he been free, 
Sad mischief would he 

Have made with his trunk as around it would swing, 


But the medicine wrought 
The good that was sought, 
‘The beast the next morning could partially see ; 


When the doctor came neer, 
Without any fear, : 
The elephant laid himself down at his knee. 


He the liquid applies 
Again to his eyes, 
But ne'er from the creature is heard e’en a sound; 
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He lies there quite still, 
Bending pain to his will, 
‘Till the doctor's voice bids him arise from the ground. 


The creature got well, 
And no pen can tell j 
The gratitude even he tried to exproy§ ; 
As example to men, y 
Who I fear never can 
Be deemed very grateful though he treasures possess, 


Now, boys and girls too, 
"Tis a lesson for you, 

When il, try with patience your sickness to bear; 
Thus true friends and kind, 
You then will oft find, 

Who will give you their love —your anxieties share, 


Aunt Liza 


ELEPHANTS. 
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THE WORD OF GOD. 


Jesus, who lived above the sky, 
Came down to be a man, and die, 
And in the Bible we may see 
How very good He used to be. 


He went about, He was so kind, 
"Lo cure poor people who were blind ; 
And many who were sick and lame, 
He pitied them, and did the same, 


And more than that, He told them too, 
‘The things that God would have them do, 
And was so gentle and so mild, 

He would have listened to a child. 


But such a cruel death he died | 
hung up and crucified ! 
kind hands, that did such good, 
They nailed them to a cross of wood. 


And so He died !—and this is why 
He came to be a man, and die— 
‘The Bible says, He came from heaven 
‘That we might have our sins forgiven, 


He knew how wicked man had been, 
And knew that God must punish sin; 
So, out of pity, Jesus said, 

He'd bear the punishment instead, 


Jane TAyLor. 


The Pible says, He came from Heaven 
‘hat we might have out sins forgiven,” 
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SOW THY SEED. 
Casr thy bread upon the waters, 
Fear not when they bear it on; 
‘Thou shalt find it yet returning 
After many days are gone. 


Broadcast sow the seed of kindness, 
Late and early never tire, 

Some day thou shalt reap the harvest, 
Sweet and rich beyond desire. 


Unto some small deed thou doest, 
God may give a great increase, 

Send it on new hearts enkindling, 
Only he knows where to cease. 


So the seed that made thy harvest, 
Dropping from its fruitful ears, 
Shall be raising other harvests 
Yet to come for many years. 
Mary ELtey. 


BED-TIME. 


“ Forp your hands, little Robin, in mine, 
And softly say with mother, 
‘God keep my father safe at sea, 
And bring him home again to me, 

And to my baby-brother, 
Fierce is the wild wind, and fierce the wave, 
Please God take care of my father brave,’ 


“AND 


OFTLY 


SAY WITH MOTHER.” 
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LITTLE FOLKS AND LITTLE CHICKENS. 


Dear little chickens 
Alll searching for food ; 

Then off to the mother, 
Who calls for her brood. 


Dear tiny heads, 

From her wings peeping out, 
Wondering what all 

‘The commotion ’s about, 


Ab, ah! Mr, Fox, 

‘There’s no dinner to-day ; 
Not one little chicken 

Has wandered away. 


Safe under her feathers, 
So soft and so warm, 
Hen-mother will nurse them, 
And keep them from harm. 


In these tender chickens 
A pattern you'll see, 
Ot what, little children, 
Like you, dears, should be. 


Obeying your mother, 
Running quick at her call, 

Is the safe and sure way, 
Little folks, for you all 


“SEARCHING FOR FOOD.” 
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THE LITTLE EXILE'S SONG. 


On, Vsabbo!* dear Vsabbo ! 
I long so to ily 

Where brave mountain larches 
Hang tassels up high, 

And sunshine laughs through them 
From Italy's sky ! 


Ob, Vsabbo! deat Vsabbo! 
I'm pining to show 
‘The children of cities 


How oranges grow— 
Ripe orange fruits golden 
With blossoms like snow. 


Oh, Vsabbo ! dear Vsabbo! 
Though far far from me 
Are thy fishing-nets drying, 
Thy boat on the sea, 
The heart of poor Gemma 
Is always with thee, 


* Daday. 





“The heart of poor Gemma 
Is always with thee,” 
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Robert's First Journey ‘from Home. 
Grandmamm: jpectacles. By 
| OP eRe author of "A imp to Catch 

Sunbeam.” 


Flora Balwyn! A Story for Girls, 


With Four CoLouren Pictures in each. 


The Hoy who, Wondered. 
The Story_of Arthur Hunter 
arte ene 
or 
The Hitside van 


‘The following Books are bound in cloth lettered, with Illustrations and Ormamental 


1s, 6d. each :— 


Autobiography of 8 Iump of 
or By Av 
Saaed Ba etc 4 ik CAREY, 


One ‘Trip More, and other Storie 
| ‘aye ‘Author of “ Mary Powel 





Cassell Petter & Galpin: London, Paris & New York, 








Selections from Cassell Petter & Galpin's Publications. 


LITTLE FOLKS: 


THE ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE FOR CHILDREN. 


Published in Monthly Parts, @A.; and Half-Yearly 
Volumes, at 38. 6d. 


“LITTLE FOLES is out of sight the 
best children's magazine we know.” —British 
Quarterly Review, 

“ LITTLE FOLKS js one of the very 
best Magazines for young children. We most 





“ LITTLE FOLKS is charming alike 
in its engravings and stories."—Standard, 

“The prise of LITTLE FOLKS is 
among all the critics ‘as the perfect ideal of » 
magasine for the young.”—Glaggow Mail. 


cordially recommend it as a Magazine which 
should find a place in every nursery.’ 
Graphic, 

“LITTLE FOLKS is as high in 
merit_as it is wide in scope."—Daily Tele- 
graph, 

“LITTLE FOLKS aims not only at 


“LITTLE FOLKS has out-distanced 
all competitors, and keeps the position so well 
won with a boldness and firmness defying 
competition, ts tales are the best we have 
ever seen for children,” —Derby Mercury. 

“LITTLE FOLKS is decidedly the 
most attractive of the children's magazines," — 
Newcastle Chronicle. 





informing the young, but also at, inducing 
them to become contributors.” — Daily 
News. 


“ LITTLE FOLKS is by far the best 
children’s serial we have ever met with."— 
Birminghant Mail, ; 


*.* VOLUMES L,, II, IIl., IV., V., and VI. of the New and Enlarged 
Series of “LITTLE FOLKS” are now ready, each containing 
nearly 500 PICTURES, price 38. 6d. each, coloured boards; or 51, 
cloth gilt, gilt edges. 


= To be obtained of all Booksellers, or post free from the Publishers :— 


Cassell’s Complete Catalogue, containing a List of several hundred 
Works, including :— 
Bibles and Religious Literature, 
Children's Books, 
Dictionaries, 
Educational Works. 
Fine Art Volumes, 
Hand-books and Guides. 


Histor 

Miscellaneous, 
Natural History, 
Poetry. 

Serial Publications, 
Travel and Adventure. 





Cassell’s Educational Catalogue, containing a Description of their 
numerous Educational Works, also supplying particulars of CASSELL PEeTTeR 
& GALPIN's Mathematical dnstruments, Water-Colours, Drawing Models, 
Drawing Pencils, 6. 





Cassell Petter & Galpin: London, Paris & New York. 





